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He ended his lamenting cries. But then,
when he tried to raise his old body up,
he was entangled in that woven dress,
like ivy wrapped around a laurel branch.
He struggled dreadfully, trying to get up
onto his knees, but she held him down.
If he used force, he tore his ancient flesh
clear off his bones. The poor man at last gave up.
His breathing stopped, for he couldn't stand the pain
a moment longer. So the two of them lie dead—
the daughter, her old father, side by side.
It's horrible, something to make one weep.

He who has the luck to be born a live character can even laugh at death. He
will never die. The one who will die is the man, the writer, the instrument of
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the creation. The creation never dies.

At once let his path be spread with purple,

that Justice may lead him to the home he never hoped to see!
And for the rest, may forethought not overcome by sleep
accomplish all justly with the gods' aid as it is fated!

As soon as a Western man comes into contact with the East -- he's already
confused. The West has sort of an international rape mentality towards the
East. ...Basically, 'Her mouth says no, but her eyes say yes.' The West thinks
of itself as masculine -- big guns, big industry, big money -- so the East is
feminine -- weak, delicate, poor...but good at art, and full of inscrutable
wisdom -- the feminine mystique. Her mouth says no, but her eyes say yes.
The West believes the East, deep down, wants to be dominated.

“Seems,” madam? Nay, it is. I know not “seems.”
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother,
Nor customary suits of solemn black,
Nor windy suspiration of forced breath,

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye,
Nor the dejected 'havior of the visage,
Together with all forms, moods, shapes of grief,
That can denote me truly. These indeed “seem,”
For they are actions that a man might play.
But I have that within which passeth show,
These but the trappings and the suits of woe.
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